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TWO LITTLE MIDDIES 

It's a tale of the sea — the rolling sea, 

Mighty, and raging, and deep ; 
It's a tale of a war, a cruel war, 

A tale to make women weep ; 
It's a tale of pluck, of British pluck, 

Which shows how boys could then 
Fight for the flag, the British flag, 

And die like Englishmen. 

Two little middies fell fast asleep. 

Rocked by the waves of the rolling deep, 

And they dreamed a dream, how the morrow would be 

Full of battle, and victory ; 

And the two little middies were rocked to sleep 

By the briny waves of the ocean deep. 

The morrow arose all cold and gray ; 
Far in the offing the Frenchmen lay ; 
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And the two little middies looked with glee, 
And saw to their one the French were three ; 
And they cried in their joy, ' Ah ! now we'll pay 
Those Frenchmen a morning call to-day !' 

The battle is o'er, the Frenchmen lie 
Three wretched wrecks beneath the sky ; 
Alone and triumphant across the seas. 
The British Flag greets the ocean breeze. 

The body of one little middy lies here : 

He fell where tl}e fighting was most severe ; 

The other is dying down there below ; 

But happy he'll die, for he lives to know 

That the battle's won, and he'll die without fear. 

And his parting breath be an English cheer. 

Two little middies lie side by side, 

Wrapped in the flag of their country's pride : 

At duty's call they've fallen asleep, 

And over their bodies rough sailors weep ; 

Peacefully sleeping, gently they ride. 

Rocked by the swell of the ocean tide. 

Note. —In 1810 H.M.S. Hotspur, commanded by Captain 
Joceline Percy, defeated three French gunboats off Guernsey. 
The name of the middy who died with a chieer on his lips was 
Hay. He and another, the two youngest midshipmen on board, 
were both killed, and their bodies were placed on deck covered 
with the Union Jack. 



THE RIDE OF THE TWENTY-FIRST LANCERS 

Gaily three hundred rode over the plain, 

Their horses were prancing and pulled at the rein, 

Ready for what lay before. 
To cut off the foe in retreat they were bidden ; 
Surprised in a gully they found to be hidden 

Of foemen some thousand or more. 
' Now, Twenty-first, steady !' Each soldier heart answers, 
' Old England for ever ! Hurrah for the Lancers !' 

' Right wheel into line !' and as if on parade, 
Out rings the charge, and as calmly obeyed ; 

Ranks closed, at the gallop they ride. 
Do they think of the risk they are running ? not they, 
But they think of the glory they're winning to-day 

For Old England, their joy and their pride ; 
And so to the bugle each English heart answers, 
' Old England for ever ! Hurrah for the Lancers !' 
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On at the gallop for the gully they dash, 
They leap on the foe with a thundering crash, 

And disappear over the brink. 
Then the foemen divide with the shock of that ride 
As a vessel when launched cuts the waves of the tide. 

And dives as if she would sink. 
And now it's the din of the battle that answers, 
' Old England for ever ! Hurrah for the Lancers !' 



Ah me ! it was a sight : 
Dust, men and horses bite ; 
Hemmed in on left and right, 
Still in the midst you fight. 
Struggling with all your might, 
Twenty-first Lancers. 



Some now your bridle seize. 
Some now cut at your knees; 
Like vessels in a breeze. 
Like swimmers fighting seas, 
StruggHng in two and threes, 
On, Twenty-first Lancers ! 
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Ah ! what a ride ! and of those who were in it, 
Fighting for life scarce more than a minute, 

Many will ne'er ride again. 
While the body-strewn plain, the retreat of the foe. 
The wide gaps in your ranks and your gaping wounds 

show 

The price that in dying and slain 
You've paid for your glory ; but all the world answers, 
' You're a credit to England ! Brave Twenty-first 

Lancers !' 



At last when the great ride is over, at last when the 
victory's won. 

The cost of the triumph is counted, and the last solemn 
duties are done, 

To those who have heard of or seen it, in their minds 
arises the thought. 

Was it worth it, the cost of this gallop ? Is glory not too 
dearly bought ? 

With pride swell their hearts in a moment, as the heart 
of their countrymen answers 

' Our glory is partly the glory now won by the Twenty- 
first Lancers !' 
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In the dim and the far future ages, the light of this 
Omdurman morn 

Will shine on the unwritten pages of brave generations 
unborn ; 

Their reply to the often asked question will agree with 
the race of to-day : 

' We honour the brave and true-hearted, who rode 
through that battle and fray ; 

We honour the record and story,' the heart of Posterity 
answers, 

' Our glory's the undying glory once won by the Twenty- 
first Lancers !' 



THE BRITISH SUBALTERN 

The only son of his mother, - 

Or perchance the youngest of ten ; 

It may be his very first battle ; 
No matter, if so, even then. 

Always with courage unflinching, 
The subaltern leads on his men. 



Clearing the Peiwar Kotal, 

Or storming Talana Hill, 
Cheering his men up and onward, 

A youth, but a hero still ; 
Risking the sniper's bullet. 

Or facing the rain of lead ; 
The subaltern's always a credit 

To the land in which he was bred. 
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Has he never been yet under fire ? 

Has he seen a skirmish or two ? 
Let the strait be never so dire, 

It's certain his duty he'll do 
To the death, for his country and Queen, 

With a courage unswerving and true. 



TO TOMMY ATKINS 

Mercenary they may call us, but the name it don't 
appal us, 

For in what land you ever heard of can you find them ? 
Boys who will sail away, and fight from day to day. 

While the girls they want to take are left behind them. 

It's not for gold they fight, for they glory in the right, 
Though love of Queen and' Mother Land may blind 
them ; ' 

For on the field that's gory there's little else than glory 
That comes to help the girls they've left behind them. 

They'll fight for good old Bobs, and break the foemen's 
nobs. 

But it's not the money nor the laws that bind them ; 
Bless you ! he takes the lot by the sympathy he's got. 

And he's loved by all the girls they've left behind them. 
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It's here in the old land, girt by the ocean's strand, 

The proper sort of soldier-lads you'll find them. 
Who, when they're led aright, for Queen and country 
fight. 
And are loved the better by the girls they've left be- 
hind them. 



OMDURMAN 

Down sweeps Father Nile to fair Egypt below, 
Out streams the great host to meet the armed foe ; 
'Tis a trial of strength with both fire and sword, 
Twixt the arms of the North and the Khalifa's horde. 

A new day is breaking, the night winds have ceased 
The sun is just rising, and tinting the East ; 
The drums are all beating, the banners unfurled. 
For the Khalifa's army will conquer the world ; 

Like the waves of the ocean all crested with foam. 
As in storm and in tempest we see them at home. 
On sweeps the great host, shouting victory's strain. 
The great Khalifa's army o'er Omdurman's plain. 

The sun is fast rising, but, ere he has set, 
The eyes of the Khalifa's maidens are wet ; 
By the arms of the North all scattered or slain 
Is the Khalifa's army o'er Omdurman's plain ; 
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The day has departed, the night-winds arise, 
The moon in her fulness is sailing the skies ; 
The moonbeams they glisten on bridle and rein. 
On dead men and horses on Omdurman's plain ; 

The night-winds are whispering softly and low, 

' The cold North has touched them and turned them to 

snow ' ; 
' The Khalifa's heroes will ne'er fight again ; 
Like snowflakes they're lying o'er Omdurman's plain.' 



THE QUEEN'S EIGHTIETH BIRTHDAY 

In city and small scattered hamlet 

Bells are ringing from tower and steeple — 
The prayer of a nation's thanksgiving, 

That comes from the heart of the people — 
Thanksgiving for blessings of freedom, 

Thanksgiving for blessings of wealth, 
For the marvellous progress in science, 

And bodily comfort and health ; 
But this day more especially thankful 

For the blessing her long life has been. 
There rises from hearts all united : 

' God bless and God save the Queen.' 



Thus pray the great British nation 

In those isles that the Britons call home, 

That are beat by the winds of the heavens. 
And surrounded and washed by the foam. 



THE QUEEN'S EIGHTIETH BIRTHDAY 

But listen ! A sound as of thunder 
Comes over those very same seas. 

Whence is it ? Ah ! well may we wonder ; 
From all sides it is born by the breeze. 

That sound is the greeting of nations, 

From the lands of the ice and the snow, 
From the lands of the date and the palm-trees 

The numberless messages flow. 
They come from the hearts of our brothers 

And kindred in lands far away, 
But they also are coming from others 

Who join in our prayer of to-day : 

' We, too, honour the wife and the mother 

And the monarch whose kingdoms increase ; 
But we love her, as all men must love her, 

For her influence working for peace. 
Whenever a trouble looms o'er us. 

Drawn out by humanity's ties, 
From nation to suffering nation 

We know that her sympathy flies. 
May her name shine forth in the ages 

As a beacon, a loadstar, a sun, 
For the future guiding of nations. 

By the good that in life she has done.' 



THE QUEEN'S EIGHTIETH BIRTHDAY 

Thus it is that strange natiops and peoples, 
With the link of one grand life between, 

Can join in this mighty tha,nksgiving : 
' God bless and God save the Queen.' 



THE END 
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